UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE

A MEETING OF THE QUIRE

II

IT was the evening of a fine spring day. The de-
scending sun appeared as a nebulous blaze of amber
light, its outline being lost in cloudy masses hanging
round it like wild locks of hair.

The chief members of Mellstock parish choir were
standing in a group in front of Mr. Penny's workshop
in the lower village. They were all brightly illumi-
nated, and each was backed up by a shadow as long as
a steeple ; the lowness of the source of light rendering
the brims of their hats of no use at all as a protection
to the eyes.

Mr. Penny's was the last house in that part of the
parish, and stood in a hollow by the roadside; so that
cart-wheels and horses' legs were about level with
the sill of his shop-window. This was low and wide,
and was open from morning till evening, Mr. Penny
himself being invariably seen working inside like a
framed portrait of a shoemaker by some modern
Moroni. He sat facing the road, with a boot on his
knees and the awl in his hand, only looking up for a
moment as he stretched out his arms and bent forward
at the pull, when his spectacles flashed in the passer's
face with a shine of flat whiteness, and then returned
again to the boot as usual Rows of lasts, small and
large, stout and slender, covered the wall which formed
the background, in the extreme shadow of which a
kind of dummy was seen sitting, in the shape of an
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